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dramatis  persons. 


Mr.  Wilton  .. 
Harry  Master  ton 
Sam  Samson  . .  . . 

Tom . 

Dick  . . 


Mr.  G.  Cooke 
Mr,  H.  B.  Roberta 
Mr.  Attwood 
Mr.  Dearlove 
Mr.  Burton 


Emily  Wilton,  assuming  the  characters  of 
Fanny,  a  Romp — Tom,  a  Sportsman — 

and  Dolly  Dumps,  Maid  of  all  IVork .  Mrs  Stirling 

Betty . Mrs.  Hall 

Mary . Miss  Richardson. 

First  produced  at  the  New  Strand  Theatre,  May  29th,  1837; 
Time  in  Representation,  40  minutes. 


COSTUME. 

Mr.  Wilford — Modern  old  man’s  suit,  drab  breeches  and  gaiters,  grea 
coat. 

Harry  Master  ton — Dark  green  dress  coat,  light  waistcoat  and  whit* 
trowsers. 

Sam  Samson — Drab  countryman’s  coat,  flowered  waistcoat,  blue 
breeches,  green  apron.  Second  dress — Handsome  morning  gown 
and  wig. 

Tom  and  Dick — Plain  liveries. 

Emily — White  silk  pelisse.  Second  dress — Frock,  trowsers,  and  pink 
sash.  Third  diess — Green  frock  hunting  coat,  white  breeches,  top 
boots,  spurs  white  hat.  Fourth  dress— -Coloured  cotton,  apron  and 
cap.  Fifth  dress— The  same  as  the  first. 

Betty  Martin  and  Mary  May  husk — Coloured  cotton  gowit,  aprons, 
caps,  kc 
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SCENE. —  7 he  Cj\  or,Kctt  of  M*.  Wiftrn’r  Villa.  Set  flower 
pieces,  trees ,  shrubs,  8fO.  A  portion  of  the  House,  U.  E.  R.  H., 
with  practicable  door,  vl  garden  wall,  overhung  with  tree*, 
run  across  the  Stage.  A  gate  in  the  wall,  with  a  small  gra¬ 
ting.  In  the  diatance,  through  the  trees,  a  village  church  is 
seen.  Garden  chair  on.  As  the  curtain  rises  the  church  bells 
are  heard  ringing. 

Mr.  WlLTON,  dressed  for  travelling,  enters  from  House,  fol¬ 
lowed  by  Sam  Samson. 

Wil.  Confound  this  uproar  !  Sam,  why  do  those  bells  ring 
«o  ? 

Sam .  Because  the  chaps  pull  the  ropes,  sir. 

Wil.  I  guessed  as  much,  blockhead  !  A  wedding,  I  sup- 
pose — another  happy  couple  made  miserable! 

Sam.  No,  sir — it’s  Sir  Somebody  Something,  the  rich  gro¬ 
cer,  as  died  in  London,  t’other  day— he  left  five  hundred 
pounds  to  the  parish  down  here,  so  the  overseers  and  church¬ 
wardens  are  having  a  good  dinner  to-day  cn  the  strength  of  it, 
and  set  the  bells  a  ringing  for  the  good  of  the  poor. 

Wil.  Ha,  ha!  Now,  Sam,  you  have  my  instructions — if 
Mr.  Masterton,  your  young  lady’s  intended  husband  arrives 
during  my  absence,  treat  him  with  every  respect  and  attention 
—  conduct  him  over  the  grounds — shew  him  the  conservatory, 
and,  in  fact,  do  all  in  your  power  to  amuse  him. 

Sam.  I  know,  sir.  I’ll  lead  him  through  the  fish  pond, 
and  let  the  polar  bear  loose  to  play  with  him, 

Wil.  Much  as  I  respect  my  old  friend  Jennings,  I  must  say 
that  1  am  sorry  be  has  chosen  me  for  his  executor.  To  be 
taken  ill  to-day — on  the  point  of  death,  too — it’s  very  unplea¬ 
sant,  indeed  ! 

Sam.  Don’t  you  think  Mr.  Jennings  could  put  his  dying  of F 
a  day  or  two,  sir  ?  \ 

Wil.  1  must  ride  over  to  him  immediately.  Emily  will  ex- 
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plain  the  circumstance  to  Mr.  Masterton — the  emergency 
of  the  case  will  plead  my  excuse.  Call  your  mistress  the 
moment  he  arrives,  and  be  sure  you  pay  him  every  attention. 

[ Exit  through  gate. 

Sam.  (fastening  the  gate.)  Oh,  oh,  how  he  is  bamboozled 
poor  old  chap  !  a  nice  cock  and  bull  errand  he  has  gone  on  ! 
Ha,  ha  !  Miss  Emily’s  got  a  long  head,  and  mine’s  a  thick 
one — and  two  heads  are  always  better  than  one,  if  they  were 
only  sheep’s  heads  !  (Emily  sings  in  house)  That’s  missuses 
voice  !  She  whistles  like  a  blackbird — and,  for  spirit,  she 
beats  the  Newfoundland  dog  all  to  nothing. 

Emily  enters  cautiously  from  house. 

Emi.  ( whispering )  Is  papa  gone,  Sam  ? 

Sam.  Yes,  miss.  He’s  off  with  a  flea  in  his  ear. 

Emi.  Hid  he  appear  to  suspect  anything  ? 

Sam.  He  suspect,  miss !  Lord,  he’s  as  innocent  as  a 
sucking  magpie ! 

Emi.  We  must  immediately  prepare  for  Mr.  Masterton’s 
reception.  You  are  to  be  my  papa,  remember.  Your 
master’s  morning  gown  and  wig  i  5  in  the  study.  Play  your 
part  well,  and  five  pounds  shall  be  the  reward. 

Sam  Thankye,  miss  ;  but  I’d  play  master  and  missus 
both  for  nothing — it’s  such  capital  fun  ! 

Emi.  Be  sure  that  you  behave  with  great  circumspection ; 
and  never  forget  that  my  pa  is  a  gentleman. 

Sam.  I  can’t  go  wrong  in  that,  miss — I’m  so  genteel  natu¬ 
rally  ;  in  drinking  wine,  scolding  men,  and  kissing  the  girls, 

I  won’t  givein  to  the  firstlord  in  the  land !  [ Exit  into  House. 

Emi.  Excellent  qualificatic  s  for  a  gentleman,  and  I’ve  no 
doubt  generally  practised.  What  will  my  dear  good-natured 
papa  say  when  he  discovers  my  plot  ?  The  genius  of  mischief 
certainly  must  have  inspired  my  thoughts  when  I  devised  it ! 

I  almost  tremble  at  my  own  temerity.  Mr.  Masterton,  my 
proposed  hubby,  pays  us  a  visit  to-day  for  the  first  time — 
and  we  are  to  be  married  without  delay,  the  match  havings 
been  concocted  in  a  regular  business-like  form  by  Messrs. 
Wilton  and  Masterton,  seniors.  N ow  I  think  it  is  rather  ne¬ 
cessary  that  I  should  give  my  consent  to  this  little  arrange¬ 
ment,  as  I  am  to  be  a  sleeping  partner  in  the  firm  for  life. 

“  1  ook  before  you  leap,”  says  the  proverb,  and  so  I  will.  Mr. 
Masterton  has  been  represented  to  be  a  dashing  fellow,  but 
possessing  rather  too  much  of  that  useful  ingredient,  self- 
importance.  All  women  to  him  arc  secondary  considerations 
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— the  wisdom  of  lordly  man  being  the  paramount  object  of  his 
thoughts,  Silly  mortal  l  he  little  dreams  how  soon  his  man!/ 
dignity  may  be  brought  down  by  petticoat  simplicity.  The 
note  written  by  me,  and  delivered  by  Sam,  effectually  removes 
papa  for  a  lew  hours — Sana  takes  his  place — Maslerton  arrives 
— I  introduce  myself  in  any  shape  but  my  own,  and  thus  en¬ 
deavour  to  learn  wbat  tbe  creature’s  made  of,  before  our  foraial 
lntroduc  lion.  Our  sucoess  depends  on— — 

Sam.  ( In  the  house.)  l'he  devil  !  I’m  above  you  all  now  ! 
[He  enters,  dressed  as  Old  VV  ilton,  disputing  with  the  Servants.  ] 

Emi.  What  is  the  cause  of  this  disturbance  ? 

Sum,  These  ignoranymouses  won’t  believe  that  I’m  tbeir 
master  ! 

Emi.  They  must  do  so — 1  request  it.  Consider  Samson 
your  master,  and  pa?  the  same  attention  to  his  orders  as  you 
would  to  mine.  [Exit  into  house. 

tsam  ( Striding  across  the  Stage  )  D’ye  hear  that  ?  Mind 
your  P’s  and  Q’s.  [Seivams  tangA,]  No  grinning  !  Tom, 
fetch  me  a  jug  of  ale,  and  don’t  drink  at  the  barrel  !  Bill,  run 
for  a  pipe,  and  an  ounce  of  pigtail!  I’ll  smoke  tnv  pipe  like 
a  gentleman,  and  enjov  myself  in  the  fresh  air.  Run  !  gallop! 
[ The  Men  exit  into  House.]  Now  I  11  give  the  gals  a  stir  up  ! 
One  of  ’em  al  wavs  gives  me  the  fat  meat  and  queer  crusts— 
[£'  md.]  Bi  tty  Martin  I 

Betfy.  Well! 

Sum.  Well  !  and  nothing  else  ? 

Betty.  Master,  1  meant  to  say — but  you  look  so  like  a  ser¬ 
vant. 

Sam.  That’s  all  my  eye,  Betty  Martin — none  of  your  kitchen 
stuff — it  won’t  do.  Let  me  have  a  good  dinner  to-day — no 
bone  soup  and  scrag  of  mutton.  You  may  trot  !  [Exit  Betty 
laughing .]  Mary,  my  dear — you’re  a  nice  sort  of  gal,  and  al¬ 
ways  let’s  me  have  my  own  way — I’ll  raise  your  wages,  and  let 
you  go  out  every  other  Sunday. 

Mary.  No,  will  you,  though  ?  and  no  make  believe  ? 

■Sam.  Honour  bright — and  no  gammon  !  [He  attempts  to 
Jciss  her,  when  T«m  and  Bill  re-enter  with  the  ale,  tobacco  pipe , 
and  lighted  candle — Mary  screams  and  runs  off.]  Hem!  You 
may  take  the  gals  down  the  village  for  an  airing — l  hate  to  be 
watched  by  a  parcel  of  idle  fellows  like  you.  Don’t  let  me  see 
you  again  for  these  three  hours!  [Servants  exit  into  House, 
laughing,]  Come,  come — no  larking!  [  brings  forward  garden 
chair,  and  sits  ]  This  freak  of  Miss  Emily’s  is  a  rum  go! — 
[Fills  his  pipe.] — I  don’t  dislike  it,  though — [Smofces.] — and  if 
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old  master  s  agreeable,  I’ll  change  places  with  him  for  a  year 
or  two  ;  he  shall  have  capital  wages  and  undeniable  perquisites. 

[  Bell  rings.]  That’s  Mr.  Masterton,  I’ll  be  sworn.  All  the 
servants  are  gone  out,  so  he  may  stop  where  he  is  a  bit.  It 
won’t  do  for  the  master  to  open  his  own  gate.  No,  no— I’il 
behave  like  a  gentleman,  and  let  him  stay  where  he  is.  [Bell 
rings  again,  violently .J  There  if  is,  again  !  If  I  stop  my  ears, 

I  ain’t  obliged  to  hear  it,  though.  [ Puts  fingers  into  his  ears 
— the  hell  continues  ringing.  1 

Harry  Masterton.  [Without.)  House!  house!  Are  they  all 
asleep  ? 

Sam.  No,  mister — wide  awake!  I  suppose  I  must  let  him 
in,  or  he’ll  go  back  and  spoil  all  the  fun.  f Bawls  loudly.] 
Tom!  Dick!  Bill!  don’t  vou  hear  the  bell,  vou  scoundrels  ’ 
I’ll  horsewhip  you  all!  [Opens  gate. —  HaRRY  MASTERTON 
enters.]  You  confounded  booby - 

Harry.  Sir!  [Astonished] 

Sam.  Mv  man  Sain,. sir,  I  meant. 

Harry,  f  have  the  honour  of  addressing  my  father’s  re¬ 
spected  friend  Mr.  Wilton,  1  presume? 

Sam.  Yes,  young  man,  I  am  that  ancient  individual — who 
are  vou  ? 

Harry.  l\1y  name  is  Masterton,  sir.  My  father  has,  doubt¬ 
less,  apprised  you  of  mv  intended  visit  ? 

Sam.  Oh,  it’s  all  right.  Your  father’s  a  rum  old  codger- 
up  to  snuff,  and  a  pinch  to  spare  ! 

Harry.  (Aside.)  Vulgar  brute*  Is  this  the  man  1  am  to 
call  father  ? 

Emi.  ( Singing  without,  in  a  drawling  tone.) 

Hey  diddle,  diddle  ! 

The  cat's  in  the  fiddle,  &c. 

Enter  Emily,  or  Fanny,  a  Romp,  trundling  a  hoop — $he  bowlt 
the  hoop  against  Harry. 

Emi.  There,  now — you’ve  put  me  out  !  [  Thrown  slick  atrayj 

Sam.  My  dear,  this  is  your  in'ended,  Mr.  Masterton. 

Emi.  La!  How  d’ye  do,  sit  ?  [Cnrfster  1  It’ll  he  a'6ne  dai 
if  it  don  t  rain — won’t  it,  sir  ?  [/Iside.]  The  cr  ature  seem» 
endurable  ! 

Sam.  Mr.  Masterton — my  daughter  Emily,  yonr  bride  that 
is  to  be. 

Emily.  La  pa-  how  you  go  on.  I’m  ashamed. 

Harry.  (Aside.)  Is  this  the  paragon  of  excellence  mv  falhei 
spoke  of? 

Satn.  Come,  mister,  you  must  be  peckish  after  your  ride. 
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Come  into  the  ho'tse,  and  have  a  mouthful  of  something  to  eat 
before  dinner. 

Kmi.  Aye,  do,  sir — there’s  a  nice  cold  beef-steak  pie  in  the 
pamrv.  and  our  ale  s  rare  and  strong  ! 

Sam.  R-gular  knock’em  down  stuff! 

Hurry.  (Aside.)  Cold  beef  steak  pie  and  strong  ale'  Food 
for  a  ploughman!  [Ahaid.]  I  never  eat  luncheons. 

Emi  Lor.  don’t  you,  sir  ?  how  odd!  i  eat  morning  lunch, 
and  afternoon  lunch — breakfast,  dinner,  tea,  and  supper — be¬ 
sides  cake*,  jellies,  nuts,  oranges,  and  ba>!ey-sugar,  in  oart 
Jo  ads 

Harry.  (Aside.)  Barley-sugar  in  cart  loads  !  Sweet  crea¬ 
ture! 

Sam.  Emily’s  rather  too  fond  of  sweet  stuff,  sir — -a  spoiled 
child  ! 

Emi.  I  ain’t — I  ain’t  !  [Swinging  her  ormi,] 

Sa  rn.  You  must  tame  her,  sir,  and  make  her  a  very  good 
husband ! 

Emi.  If  he  don’t  I’ll  cry  and  scream  my  eyes  out! 

Harry.  Miss  Wilton  will  never  have  cause  to  comp  ain  of 
my  conduct — [Aside.] — if  I  can  help  it  ! 

Emi.  I’ll  have  my  own  way  in  everything,  Yoa  sha  open 
my  curl  papers,  carry  my  dog,  and  play  at  scratch  cradle  with 
me.  You  can  play  at  scratch  cradle,  I  suppose  ? 

Harry.  I  am  sorry  to  confess  my  total  ignorance  of  that 
scientific  accomplishment,  miss. 

Emi.  Dear  me!  I  thought  every  fool  could  play  at  scratch 
cradle ! 

Horry.  She  must  be  an  idiot! 

Sam.  Perhaps  you’d  like  to  have  a  look  at  the  grourds,  sir— 
the  kitchen  garden  and  the  flower  garden — the  stables  and 
the  pig  stves - 

Emi.  Yes,  arid  I  11  shew  you  my  little  garden,  where  I  grow 
buttercups  and  daisies,  ladies  fingers,  old  man,  London  pride, 
sage  and  parsley,  and  bachelor’s  buttons,  in  heaps  and  heaps. 

Hurry.  (Aside.)  Bachelor’s  buttons  !  Charming  exotics 
for  a  ladv’o  conservatory. 

Emi.  Then  there’s  a  nice  oyster-shell  grotto,  large  enough 
forme  tocra>.rl  into  upon  my  hands  and  knees — besides  a 
broker,  blackamo  >r,  with  a  sun  dial  in  his  hand — and  ft  gold 
and  silver  fish  pond,  filled  with  tittlebats. 

Sam  Or  if  you’d  rathei  have  exercise,  I’ll  play  vou  at 
skittles  for  a  quart,  and  give  you  two  out  of  five. 

Ha  Try,  (  A  slonished  )  Sir  ! 
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Ernt.  (Aside.)  You’ll  ruin  me  !  [ Aloud .]  Ha,  how  you  do  go 
on. 

Sam.  (Laughing.)  Ha,  ha!  what  I  said  was  all  in  joke. 
Skittles!  I  ne\er  play  at  anything  so  low — my  only  game’s 
knock’em  down  and  dominoes. 

Harry,  ( Aside  )  Am  1  awake  ?• 

Emi.  Are  you  fond  of  play  acting,  sir  1  I  adore  a  good  deep 
tragedy.  Blue  Beard’s  the  thing  for  my  money 

Sam.  t  likes  the  clown  and  harlequin  best.  E;od,  they 
swallow  legs  of  mutton  and  sausages  by  the  yaid  ! 

Harry.  The  drama  certainly  possesses  great  attractions - 

Emi.  I’m  glad  you  tbink  so.  for  I  sliali  always  be  at  Covent 
Garden  and  Drury  Line  when  we  are  married.  I  doat  on 
performers — they  are  such  ducks — so  kind,  so  affable,  and  not 
a  bjt  proud.  Do  you  know  that  Miss  Julia  Wriggles,  our 
head  actress  dow  n  here,  talks,  and  borrows  my  flowei  s,  just  as 
if  she  was  nobody  at  all. 

Sam.  And  when  master's  out  sometimes,  she  comes  to  drink 
tea  in  our  kitchen, like  anybody  else. 

Emi.  Pa ! 

Sam.  (Aside  )  In  it  again  ! 

Harry.  1  have  not  the  least  doubt  Miss  Wriggles  is  a  very 
charming  per*  n. 

Emi.  Very.  Bless  you,  all  the  young  fellows  are  after  her 
in  the  village.  She’s  coming  out  at  one  of  the  great  London 
theatres  soon.  She’s  monstrous  clever.  Why  she  dances  on 
the  tight  rope,  plays  Lady  Macbeth,  and  sings  “  JimCrow* 
like  an  angel. 

Sam.  (Sings  and  dances.)  1  Jump  about — wheel  about  !’ 

Harry.  Accomplished  creature! 

Emi.  She  taught  me  a  song— everybody  says  I  sing  it  capital  j 
and  that  I  should  make  a  primer  dormer — would  you  like  to 
hear  it  ? 

Harry.  I  should  be  delighted  ! 

Emi  Then  I’ll  sing  it  •  but  you  musn’t  look  at  me — I’m  so 
bashful  ! — ha,  ha  ! 

SONG  —  EMILY. 

Heigho!  ’tis  almost  five  o’clock. 

I’ve  waited  long  at  home — 

Hush,  hush — 1  hear  a  double  knock— 

I’m  sure  tis  Captain  Brown. 

1  do  not  think  it  etiquette. 

For  n  e  to  hasten  down— 

Besides,  mamma’d  be  in  a  pst— 

1  ai  sure  ’tis  Captain  Brown! 
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Dear  Captain!  charming  Captain! 

Elegmi  Captain  Drown  ! 

There's  Mr  Jones,  and  Mr.  Wright, 

They’re  very  nice  young  men  ; 

But  after  Captain  Brown  last  night, 

I  shan  t  like  them  again. 

But  when  l  danc'd  I  saw  young  Smith, 

Pass  by  with  such  a  frown — 

Ah,  no  !  the  men  can’t  hear  to  see 
Me  flirt  with  Captain  Brown. 

Dear  Captain,  Uc. 

Heigho  !  I  thought  I  must  have  died 
The  other  day,  with  fright — 

I  sigh’d  and  sobb'd,  and  look’d  quite  pale. 

And  couldn’t  sleep  that  night. 

A  letter  came  to  say  the  Captain 
Dad  gained  great  renown — 

And  in  it  said — ( perfidious  wretch  !) 

You  cau’t  be  Mrs.  Brown  ! 

Oh,  cruel  Captain,  fee. 

[S/itf  runs  ojf  l.  li.  laughing  and  jumping* 
Sam ,  How  do  you  like  her  singing? 

Harry.  I  have  no  ear  for  music,  sir! 

•  *Sam.  That’*  a  pity  ;  for  she’s  got  a  turn  that  way,  and  plavs 
the  Jews  harp,  and  whistle*  “  All  round  my  hat”  better  than 
I  do,  [ Whistles  ‘all  round  my  bat,’] 
harry.  Acme  of  refinement. 

Saw,  The  Lunnoner’s  puzzled  !  as  you  won't  pick  a  bone 
before  dinner,  perhaps  you’ll  like  a  pipe — I’ve  got  some  capital 
acca  ? 

Harry ,  (Aside*)  Pipes  and  bacca  !  horrid  connexion  !  Caa 
my  father  wish  me  to  unite  myself  to  such  vulgarity, impossible# 
Sam.  Or,  would  you  rather  have  a  littie  wholesome  exer¬ 
cise  ?  I’ll  run,  jump,  or  fight  with  you  fo*  a  -shilling  or  a 
crown. 

Harry.  You  are  too  considerate,  Mr.  Wilton. 

Sam.  Not  a  bit ;  1  knows  you  young  bachelor  chap*  wants 
your  buttons  polished  up  now  and  then  ;  how  shall  it  be  1  the 
"tir^-knock  down  blow  ?  [Squares  up  to  him.] 

Emi.  (From  house.)  Ycicks  ! — yoioks !  where’*  dad — unken* 
nel  !  unkennel  old  boy  !  [Whip  heard  ] 

Sam.  Tnat’s  Tom,  sir,  my  son — the  first  whip,  hardest 
rider,  and  surest  shot  in  the  whole  county!  a  lad  of  mettle, 
sir — a  lad  of  mettle. 

Emi.  (From  house.)  Hark  forward  !~~ voicks  ! — break  cover 
dad! — show  head,  or  you’ll  throw  meoff  scent!  [Cracks  whip.] 
Sam .  i  roust  go  to  him,  he  wants  to  see  me  before  he  goes 
oat:  something  particular — you'll  excuse  me,  Mr.  Masterton 
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or  a  few  minutes  ?  Dear  boy,  he’s  just  like  his  father  !  Ha, 
ha!  [ Exit  laughing 

Harry.  There  must  be  some  gross  imposition  in  all  this,  or 
my  father  never  could  for  a  moment  contemplate  such  ac 
alliance.  Miss  Wilton  must  either  be  naturally  an  idiot,  or 
Jamentably  uninformed  ;  the  idea  of  making  such  a  being  my 
wife.  Ha,  ha!  really  is  too  ridiculous. 

Emi  (Spp.aking  as  she  enters.)  I’ll  introduce  myself!— soon 
do  it — htie  goes  for  the  plate, 

En  ter  Emi  LX,  dressed  as  a  Sportsman. 

How  are  you  1 — glad  to  see  you  old  fellow  !  [Shakes  his  hand.] 
Come  down  to  marry  our  Emi  1 — know  all  about — wish  you 
joy— one  of  the  best  bred  girls  in  the  county — all  blood  and 
no  bone  ! 

Harry.  She  seems  highly  accomplished,  sir. 

Emi.  1  believe  you;  that  girl,  sir,  can  jump  a  ditch— »eap  a 
gate,  or  fly  a  wall,  as  well  as  I  can — and  that’s  saying  some¬ 
thing  my  boy.  | Hits  him  with  whip  ] 

Harry.  Sir  !  [IfufeAtn^  his  shoulder .] 

Emi.  Ha,  ha!  I  see  you  an’t  fond  of  sport !  I  live  upon  it; 
shooting,  fishing,  hunting,  racing,  badgers,  and  bull  dogs, 
cocks,  horses  and  hounds!  but  above  all,  give  me  a  horse — 
■addle — harness!  Break  or  buggy,  it’s  all  the  same, 

'  Harry.  Horses  are  certainly  noble  animals. 

Emi.  Noble  sir  !  magnificent !— grand  !  a  man  that  wouldrA 
live  in  a  stable,  never  deserves  to  be  a  horse.  An  and  science, 
moonshine  and  nonsense  !  Is  there  any  art  lik^the  art  of 
breaking  in  a  blood  horse?  or  science  like  that  of  driving  a 
four  in  band  full  gallop  down  a  steep  hill  without  the  drag? 
All  your  heroes,  modern  and  antique  loved  horses— 
the  Great — great  man — good  judge  of  horse  flesh 
Stage  ] 

Harry.  The  conqueror  of  the  world,  compared 
jockey — monstrous  ! 

Emi.  Before  you  start  for  the  matiim  nial  slake,  I’ll  put 
you  upto  a  thing  or  two — let  you  into  t  e  secret,  and  make  (tie 
race  sure. 

Harry,  f  cannot  comprehend  your  meaning,  s:r? 

Emi.  Can’t  you  ?  then  I’ll  explain  ;  my  sister  s  a  good  sort 
of  Filly,  stands  well  on  her  legs,  and  runs  toleiabiyin  harness 
— but  she's  rather  apt  to  kick  over  ‘R-e  traces.  You  must  euro 
her  in  light,  and  put  the  straps  on, 

Harry.  The  straps  f 


-A  exander 
i  Crosses 


to  a  hoi^v 


V 


bachelor’s  buttons.  13 

Emi.  Yes,  the  kicking  straps — keep  the  whip  hand,  and 
don’t  spare  the  spur,  for  she  will  shy  and  run  bauk.  if  you 
give  her  too  much  head  ;  besides,  she  may  bolt. 

Harry .  Bolt  ? 

Emi.  Bolt! — slip  the  baiter;  leave  your  stable  for  soma* 
bodv  elses, 

Harry  I  should  endeavour  to  guard  against  such  accidents, 
by  keeping  the  stable  door  locked. 

Emi  Keep  her  curbt-d  up  old  fellow — keep  her  curbed  up; 
it’s  always  the  best  way  to  keep  ’em  down  when  you’re  tied 
up,  I’ll  come  and  physic  your  stud — you  must  enter  for  the 
Derby — bet  on  the  Craven — edge  for  Epsom,  and  run  for  the 
Ledger — sha’n’t  lose — safe  side — field  against  the  world. 

Harry.  My  taste  will  uevec  induce  me  to  become  a  member 
of  the  turf, 

Emi.  More’s  the  pity — prefer  hunting,  eh  ?  — glorions  exer¬ 
cise — wood  and  water — hedge  and  ditch — high  gates,  and  low 
gates.  Fnll  cry — fox  in  sight — horses  tearing — hunters  swear¬ 
ing — yoicks  ! — Tally  ho!  hark  forward!  —  hard  run — horse 
down — man  killed — heads,  arms,  legs  and  necks  broke,  ha,  ha  ! 
capital  fun — nothing  like  it. 

Harry.  (Aside.)  The  oentaur  ! 

Emi  But  what’s  hunting  to  raciug  ?  all  the  world'9  a  race 
—we  all  stait  for  the  winning  post,  though  some  get  cursedly 
distanced — bad  jockeyship  does  much  ;  but  want  of  weight 
much  more,  [  Touching  her  pocket  J 

Harry.  Raceing  certainly  possesses  considerable  attractions. 
Emi.  True,  sir,  true;  everybody’s  fondofit!  rank  and  beauty 
—King,  Lords  and  Commons — high  bred,  and  lew  bred— 
Coronets  and  costermongers  !  Ascot  -Ep^om — Newmarket 
and  Doncastoi — cups — covers — sweepstakes  and  purses — long 
odds  and  even  betting  ;  fiats  and  blacklegs  all  alive  at  a  race. 
I’d  go  hundred  miles  to  see  a  run  any  day — if  it  was  only  a 
wax  candle. 

Harry.  Did  you  ever  ride  a  race,  sir  ? 

Emi,  Dozens,  sir,  dozens!  always  win  —  nerer  lose;  tight 
work  last  York  meeting  though — nearly  beat — sharp  run.  It 
lay  between  Sir  Harry  Flight  and  me,  for  five  hundred  pounds 
— Signal  given— away  we  fly—  nec<  and  neck!— a  cambric 
handkerchief  might  have  covered  us  for  the  first  mile.  Hun¬ 
dred  to  oue — favourite  against  the  field  — kn^w  mv  horse — 
pulled  in — pretended  to  whip  and  spur  ;  odds  rise  high — all 
stuff—  Flight  cut  and  slash—  mob  shout  “  Go  it  yellow 
to  one  on  Green — huzza  !!’  Let  Sii  Harry  get  the  lead— St. 
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Paul’s  to  a  dose  of  salts  against  me — all  right — gave  my  Lor*e 
bis  head — away  he  bolts — dash — splavh  !  —  pasgesdistance  post 
— still  only  second.  Whip  and  spur — I  cut— Sir  Harry  swears 
—  ladies  scream!  —  grand  stand — cheer — mob  huzza!  On  1 
go — steam! — railroad — fifty  horse  power! — won  the  race  by 
half  a  mile,  and  went  by  the  winning  post  with  such  force,  that 
1  was  obliged  to  run  twice  round  the  two  mile  course,  before  1 
could  stop  him. 

Harry.  Jockeyship  is  quite  a  science  then  I  perceive. 

Emi.  You  must  be  up  to  a  thing  or  two  certainly.  I'm  oh 
—can’t  stay  any  longer  !  Horses  at  the  gate — deal  to  do  ; 
eteeple  chase,  and  a  hurdle  match!  Do  all  I  can  to  serve  \ou 
— and  if  to  ride  a  race — swim  a  duck — course  a  hare— bait  a 
bear,  or  draw  a  badger — why,  damme  I’m  your  man.  [ Cuts 
Harry’s  legs  with  whip,  and  exits  L.  h.J 

Harry .  (Rubbing  las  legs.)  Damn  the  fellow  !  does  he  take 
me  for  ahorse?  I’ll  not  put  up  with  this  treatment;  father, 
son,  and  daughter  appear  all  mad  together.  [Calling  after 
Emily.]  Sir  !  if  you  are  a  gentleman,  I  demand  an  explanation 
of  your  conduct!  [ Rxil  L.  h.  rubbing  his  /egsf 

Sam  peeps  in  from  house,  with  a  bottle  in  his  hand ,  and  his  wig 
on  the  wrong  way — he  appears  slightly  elevated. 

Sam.  ( Comes  forward.)  1  nevsr  spent  a  more  pleasant  half 
hour  in  my  life— this  is  the  second  bottle  [Drinks,]  I  think 
I  shall  stick  to  the  master,  and  let  my  master  stick  to  the  men 
for  the  future.  Good  sherry  this? — Sam  fetch  another  bottle. 
u  Yes,  sir!”  [D  inks  and  smacks  his  lips.]  Beautiful!  vintage 
1821  !  it  does  the  cockles  of  my  heart  good — after  the  toast 
I’ll  give  you  a  sentiment;  [Drinks.]  and  after  that  a  song — 
there’s  nothing  like  a  soog,  to  cheer  the  spirits  and  lighten  the 
heart. 

song — [Introduced.] 

Harry  Masterton  re-enters,  r.  h. 

Harry.  Mr.  Wilton  !  Mr.  Wilton  ! 

Sam.  He  bean’t  at  home  young  man — gone  out. 
llarry.  What,  sir  ? 

Sam.  (Aside.)  I’ve  put  my  foot  into  it  again.  I  meant  to 
the  bottle’s  out— run  out. 

Harry.  Mr.  Wilton,  your  son 

Sam.  My  son  1  ha,  ha — lord  love  ye  !  I  never  had  a  son, 
fhoufth  a  chap  in  a  beef  steak  collar,  and  gold  laced  hat,  wanted 
moke  a  father  of  me  once — but  it  was  N  G, 
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no  go ! 


llarty%  Sir.  this  jejting  is  vet y  illtimed. 

Sam.  1  hat’#  what  I  said  ;  a  joke's  a  joke,  Mr  Bumble  — 
ui  two  bob  a  week’s  rather  too  much  out  of  tea  pound  a  year, 
ml  find  my  ou  n  tea  and  sugar. 

Harry  ( Aside.)  What  can  he  mean?  1  must  endeavour  to 
;scape  from  this  den. 

Sam.  If  you’ll  have  a  bottle  of  tvine — only  say  the  word,  and 
I’ll  fetch  it — the  right  sort — no  nonsense — sawdust  an  1  cob- 

Feb« — do  your  inside  good — we’ll  sit  down  in  the  arbour,  and 
njoy  ourselves  ;  uhHt  do  you  say  old  cock-o’-  wax  ? 

Harry.  I  must  decline  the  honour,  sir. 

Sam.  Honour,  be  d — d  ! — no  I  won’t  swear.  If  you  like  to 
do  it,  do — if  you  don’t,  don’t-  -and  there’s  an  end  of  it;  all 
the  rest  my  eye  and  my  elbow.  [Goes  towards  arbour .]  Sing 
out  if  yon  want  me — I  shall  take  a  nap.  [Aside  ]  Not  drink 
wine — lie’s  .a  temperas  ce  ch^p,  and  lives  on  toast,  tea,  camp 
meetings,  and  skim  milk.  [Enters  arbour.~\ 

Harry  Brute  !  I  will  immediately  return  to  town,  and 
inform  my  father  of  my  resolution,  never  to  accept  Miss  Wil¬ 
ton’s  hand  and  fortune. 

[He  is  going  towards  the  gate0  when  Emily  disguised  at 
Dolly  Dumps,  o  servant  cf  all  work,  intercepts  him — she  hat  a 
rolling  pin  in  her  hands,  which  are  smeared  with  Jlour.  J 

Emi.  Please,  sur,  be  you  missus’s  su  eelhearteuing  young 
man  1  [ Curtseys  awkwardly  J 
H  irry.  Eh? 

Emi.  ’Cause  if  yoa  be,  I  be  come  to  tell  you  that  young 
missus  sent  me  to  ax  you  to  come  to  her,  and  have  a  bit  of 
cold  beef  steak  pie,  before  it  be  ail  swallowed  up. 

Harry.  (Aside.)  Rather  a  pretty  specimen  of  agricultural 
produce  this.  What’s  your  name,  my  dear? 

Emi.  Dolly  Dumps,  if  you  please,  sir;  my  father, — that  be 
Gaffer  Dumps,  be  corned  out  of  Berkshire  ;  and  my  mother — 
Sally  Snob  that  was.  before  she  was  married,  coined  out  of 
Shropshire — they  v/ur  axtd  in  church  at  Slong,  and  married 
at  Hog’s  Norton.  Father  kills  pigs,  and  beats  the  big  drum  ; 
and  mother  keeps  a  school,  and  goes  out  washing. 

Harry.  And  von  reside  here,  I  suppose  my  love  7 
Emi.  Re — aide!  what  be  that,  sur?  French  for  something 
to  eat  ? 

Harry.  Ha,  ha !  no,  no,  I  merely  asked  if  you  lived  with 
Mr.  Wilton — that’s  all  ? 

Emi,  Why  didn’t  he  say  so,  then  ?  to  be  sure  I  do,  k  b© 
•errant  of  all  vrork  here — and  young  missus  owu  maid. 
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Harry.  Are  you  ? 

Emi  Yes,  and  between  you  and  1,  and  the  post — a  t»uy 
place  I’ve  got  of  it.  Run  here — go  there — fetch  this — carry 
that — up  stairs-— down  stairs — in  and  out — nothing  but  Dolly, 
Dolly,  Dolly!  from  morning  till  night. 

Harry.  Your  situation  is  no  sinecure  then? 

Emi.  No  what?  sine  cure — what  be  that?  I’ve  beard  ot 
bacon  cured,  but  never  of  t’other  sort  .;  it’s  some  more  of  your 
French  lingo,  Mr.  Lunnoner — ha,  ha!  [Laughs.] 

Harry.  Indeed  !  no  Dolly,  allow  me  to  explain. 

Emi.  Aye,  you  be  such  cute  chaps  from  Lunnon.  I  mustn’t 
hear  you  talk  all  day  ;  there  be  dumplings  to  make — house  to 
sweep — carpets  to  shake — knives  to  clean— floor  to  scrub — 
chairs  to  rub— dishes  to  feed,  and  pigs  to  wash. 

Harry.  You  ought  to  be  very  happy  Dolly,  with  such  a 
master  and  mistress. 

Emi.  La,  bless  you  !  they  be  a  couple  of  ’nointed  ones  ;  old 
master  be  sartinly  the  milderest.  But  as  for  missus,  she’s  the 
devil — only  sho  aint  got  no  horns,  nor  tail  ;  worry,  worry — nag, 
nag,  from  morning  till  night.  Her  tongue  goes  like  our  smoke 
jack,  nineteen  to  the  doaen — then  she  makes  love,  and  courts 
all  the  men  down  in  these  parts,  married  and  single. 

Harry.  Amiable  weakness  ! 

Emi.  She  courts  ;  writes  printed  valentines — laughs — talks 
and  sends  little  three  cornered  letters  like  sogers  cocked  hats, 
to  a  dozen  young  fellows  at  once.  Ob,  she  be  a  how-dashious 
one ! 

Harry.  Pleasant  information  for  her  intended  husband. 

Emi.  When  you  takes  her  to  church  to  be  married,  mind 
what  you  are  about — keep  your  ears  open,  fori  knows  she 
means  to  cheat  you,  and  leave  the  great  O  out  of  obey ;  then  she 
says  that  she  may  do  as  she  likes,  and  have  her  own  way  ac¬ 
cording  to  Actof  Parliament. 

Harry ,  Your  kindness  deserves  something,  what  shall  I 
give  you — a  kiss  ? 

Emi.  A  kiss  !  lord  love  ye,  that  bean’t  worth  having  ? 

Harry.  I’ll  try  !  [He  advances  towards  her— the  gate  bell  rings 
and  Wilton's  voice  ts  heard.] 

Wilton.  (Without.)  Sam! — Dick! 

Emi,  (Aside.)  Papa’s  voice  1  whatsball  1  do  ?  Dickens  and 
daisey’s — that  be  master!  what  will  he  say?  the  dumplings 
be  all  boiled  over.  [S/te  runs  into  house — bell  rings  violently .* 

Wil.  (Without.)  Sam,  vou  scoundrel  !  open  the  gate,  [ Looks 
through  grating ,]  Sir,  will  you  be  kind  enough  to  unhoit  the 
gate  for  me,  [Hairy  Masterton  opens  gate.] 
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Enter  WiiTON. 

***£.  It  'J»  Mi.  Masterton,  that  I  have  to  thank? 

Harry.  My  name  is  Masterton,  sir.  [Aside  ]  Who  can  this 
be? 

Wil.  I’m  glad  to  meet  you, sir — ofccurse  you've  seen  Emily? 

Harry .  I  bare  seen  Miss  Wilton,  and  her  father. 

Wil  The  devil  you  have  ! 

Harry.  And  a  more  vulgar  illiterate  person,  I  never  met 

Wil.  (Aside.)  This  is  pleasant  to  one’s  face. 

Htrry.  His  coarse  behaviour,  can  only  be  equalled  by  the 
matchless  effrontery  of  his  son. 

Wil.  My  son  !  this  is  the  first  time  I  ever  knew  I  had  a  son. 
I  must  ask  Mrs,  W. 

Harry.  Yon  will  find  Mr.  Wilton  there,  [Pointing  —  Sam 
snores,]  in  a  state  of  intoxication. 

Wil.  Intoxication  am  I  ?  [ Crosses  to  arbour  anl  sect  Sam  ] 
Get  up  you  rascal  /  [Shakes  Sam.]  or  I’ll  annihilate  yon. 
[  Drays  him  forward .] 

Sam.  Spare  my  coat,  and  take  my  life  ! 

Wil.  Mr.  Masterton,  my  name  is  Wilton.  I  never  had  a 
son;  and  this  scoundrel  whom  you  took  for  me,  is  my  servant. 

Harry ,  TIicd  I’ve  been  doped. 

Sam.  Done  brown. 

Wil .  Now,  sir,  if  you  don’t  instantly  clear  up  this  plot— 
for  I’m  sure  there  is  one — I’ll  discharge  you  from  my  servioe. 
Wbat  induced  you  to  assume  my  name  and  dress  ? 

Sam.  A  Five  pound  note— a  pot  of  ale — and  an  ounce  of 
pigtail. 

Wil.  And  the  object,  sir — the  object  ?  Why  was  I  sent 
out  of  the  way  to  see  a  dying  friend,  that  I  met  riding  to  a 
steeple  chase? — explain,  sir,  explain,  [Holds  up  cane — Sam 
falls  on  his  knees — Emily  runs  between  them,  dressed  as  at  first.] 

Emi.  Mercy  i— mercy,  pa! 

Sam.  Mercy  I  mercy,  pa  ! 

Harry.  (Astde.)  What  an  angel ! 

Wil.  You  jade,  what  do  you  deserve  for  sending  me  on  such 
an  errand  ?  The  letter  Sam  delivered  to  me  from  Jennings, 

was— — 

Emi,  A  forgery!  committed  by  me,  and  uttered  by  Sam. 

Sam.  Guilty  both.  Marcy — marcy  upon  a  young  beginner. 

Wil,  Ha,  ha!  Well,  I  suppose  we  must  acquit  you.  i 
should  not  have  been  in  such  a  hurry  to  marry  you  befaw 
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you  knew  eaeh  other.  Hut  what  can  you  say 
for  the  trick  you’ve  served  him? 

Emi.  Perltaps  Mr  Masterton  will  allow  a  friend  to  plead 
for  me.  “  I  be  Dolly  Dumps,  and  my  father  kills  pigs,  and 
my  mother  goes  out  washing” — ‘  I’ll  ride  a  match,  course  a 
hare,  or  draw  a  badger” — “  La,  can’t  you  play  at  scratch  cradle 
— how  silly'.”  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Pardon,  sir — pardon - 

Sam  (Laughing  loudly.)  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  [Wilton  checks  him.'] 

Harry.  Delightful  creature  ! 

Wilt.  You’ve  been  fairly  caught,  Masterton — woman’s  wit 
against  the  world.  Pray  what  ought  I  say  to  you,  sir?  [To 
Sam.] 

Sam.  Say,  sir  ?  Why,  “  Sara,  you’re  a  trump — and  here’s 
half  a  crown  and  a  bottle  of  wine  to  drink  the  young  couple’s 
health.” 

Harry.  You  shall  have  twenty  pounds  for  that  purpose,  uiy 
good  fellow. 

Sam.  Huzza  ! 

Wil  Come,  let’s  in  to  dinner — and  over  our  wine  we  will 
explain  ail,  and  drink  success  to— 

Emi.  Stop,  stop,  papa — one  moment,  if  you  please.  Some¬ 
thing  is  yet  wanting  to  complete  our  happiness — the  approba¬ 
tion  of  our  kind  friends  before  us.  For  although  I  have  ob¬ 
tained  your  forgiveness,  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  our  humble 
efforts  may  have  pleased  our  patrons.  I’ll  put  it  to  a  show  of 
hands — the  Ladies  shall  be  the  judges,  and  the  Gentlemen  the 
jury,  I  throw  myself  on  their  mercy,  and  submit  io  thei* 
verdict. 


THE  CURTAIN  FALLS. 
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